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AN    INTRODUCTION. 


T'VE  heard  it  declared 

That,  when  he  is  dared, 
The  Devil  quotes  Scripture  to  purpose; 

And  maybe  that's  why 

I  myself  have  a  try 
To  write  sanctimonious  verses. 

But  if  they  do  good— 

As  I  wish  that  they  could— 
No  matter  in  what  the  direction, 

I  don't  care  a  jot 

If  you  like  them  or  not, 
For  I  lay  no  claim  to  perfection. 
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THE    SOUL    OF   A    CHILD. 


'TwiXT  the  time  of  waking  and  sleep, 

When  mind  is  easy  the  prey 
Of  fancy,  and  the  world  is  a  dream, 

Where  night  is  turned  into  day; 
'Twas  then  I  gazed  in  childhood's  eyes, 

My  Baby's  eyes  so  blue, 
And  thro'  their  sweet  transparency 

I  saw  a  sight,  so  strange  and  new, 

That  I  would  tell  it  you. 

I  seemed  to  look  on  silver  Sea, 
So  glassy,  bright  and  still ; 

I  thought  of  nought  but  purity; 
Entranced  I  gazed,  until 

A  form  indefinite  appeared, 
Pure  as  a  crystal,  whole, 

With  ne'er  a  flaw,  immaculate, 
And  spoke  to  me, 
And  said  it  was  a  "  Soul." 

In  accents  low  and  sweet  it  told 

How  God  had  giv'n  it  birth 
To  work  His  will,  and  as  it  grew, 

To  spread  His  love  on  Earth. 
"I'm  but  a  tiny  Soul,"  it  said, 

"And  I  want  to  be  free 
To  grow  where  I  may  never  get 

A  stain,  to  mar  my  purity." 


The  Soul  of  a  Child. 


And  then  it  seemed  as  though  the  Soul 

Took  on  the  human  form, 
And  pleading  eyes  appealed  to  me, 
And  hands  outstretched  encompassed  me, 
And  till  it  reached  maturity 
It  sought  my  help,  that  I  would  be 
Its  refuge  in  a  storm. 

But  now  as  sun  dispels  the  mist 

That  shrouds  the  sea  and  land, 
Revealing  rock  and  rivulet, 

And  wave-caressing  strand, 
So  was  my  Soul  laid  bare  that  day, 

And  understanding  giv'n 
That  Baby  eyes  might  read  aright 

With  wisdom  sent  from  Heav'n. 

And  searching  deep  in  mine  they  saw 

Where  Purity  had  dwelt  — 
A  river  running  dark  and  low, 

With  only  here  and  there 
A  flash  of  surface  brightness,  where 

The  Light  of  God  had  shone 

And  left  its  work  undone. 

And  Baby-pain  o'erspread  its  face, 

And  little  sobs  were  all 
Its  heart  could  say : 
But  it  asked  of  me  as  plain  as  day, 
In  sobbing  little  child-like  way, 

"Was  I  fit  to  take  care  of  its  Soul?" 


The  Soul  of  a  Child. 


And  Conscience'  portals  wide  were  flung, 
And  on  Life's  retrospect  was  thrown 

Its  keen  and  searching  light, 

And  every  view  was  shown — 
From  early  days  at  Mother's  knee, 
Where  loving  child  had  bowed  its  head 

And  lisped  its  early  prayer, 

In  childish  sweet  simplicity, 

To  where,  in  Manhood's  prime, 

The  Soul  had  grown 
To  what  the  Baby  soul  had  seen 

And  put  its  questioning. 

In  nature's  glass  my  life  was  seen 

As  of  a  living  stream 
Stretching  from  hill  to  ocean  shore, 

And  all  the  course  between. 
As  Streamlet  pure,  born  on  the  hills, 

With  never-tainted  course, 
Where  weary  traveller  seeks  to  quench 

His  thirst  at  Nature's  source. 
Unfettered,  flowing  tiny  Soul! 

Sweet,  pure  and  undefiled, 
Babbling  its  little  song  to  all, 

Untutored  Soul  of  Child ! 

As  Brook  that  now,  with  gathered  strength, 

Flowing  through  shady  glen, 
By  mossy  bank  and  willow-tree 
With  song  of  deeper  melody 

And  many  a  hidden  gem. 


The  Soul  of  a  Child. 


While  tree  and  sky,  reflected  truth, 
Inverted  in  its  depths  are  seen 
Mirrored  of  Heav'n :  and  on  the  screen 

Unsullied  Soul  of  Youth ! 

As  River  grown  with  winding  course 
O'er  boggy  fen  and  lea, 

Until  it  gains  the  ocean  shore 
To  join  the  restless  sea, 

Where  tempests  rage  and  storm  and  strife 
In  anger  grief  assuage. 

The  darkening  clouds  o'ershadow  all, 

The  River's  surface,  now  the  Soul 
Grown  black  as  night- 
Its  path  in  darkness,  fearing  light. 

This  then  the  Manhood's  Soul  that  stood  revealed 

To  Baby  eyes:  to  which  they  now  appealed— 

From  which  they  shrank  as  warned  by  danger-call, 
Fearing  its  tutelage,  lest  Baby  Soul 

Should  stained  be,  and  sacrifice  its  purity. 

And  though  the  Baby  Child  was  mine 

By  right  of  flesh  and  blood,  and  worldly  all, 

The  voice  of  Conscience  bade  me  now  resign 
The  care  of  what  was  God's— its  Baby  Soul. 

And  all  the  untold  woe  of  misery  and  pain 
My  aching  heart  sustained 

And  yearned  for  Love  again. 

With  darkness  settling  on  the  mountain's  height, 
Wearied  of  pain  and  grief  of  heart,  footsore, 
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A  lonely  traveller  lost  the  path ;  the  light 

Was  gone — afar  the  distant  roar 
Of  stormy  seas ;  while  angry  waves 

Their  fury  spent  on  rocky  shore. 
Responsive  to  the  touch  of  Nature's  call, 
Tumult  and  strife  kept  vigil  o'er  his  Soul; 
While  darkness  reigned,  and  black  as  night 
Where  once  the  Sun  had  shone  in  radiance  bright. 
And  as  the  darkness  grew,  as  with  a  pall 

The  World  seemed  gathered  in  a  shroud  of  black 
Where  none  might  move — in  front  to  fall, 

Behind  th'  unbeaten  track ; 
With  none  to  guide  or  lead  aright, 

The  only  refuge  Light. 
And  in  the  dark  the  tortured  Soul, 

Prostrate  and  penitent, 
Calling  for  Mercy's  claim,  and  raising  of  the  pall 

And  Love  and  Light  again. 


In  after  years,  not  seen  by  all, 

Deep-set  with  beauty  giv'n, 
A  sturdy  oak  spreads  limbs  to  sky 

Bathed  in  the  light  of  Heav'n— 
And  a  tender  plant,  by  Love  beguiled, 

Clings  with  its  rootlets  wild : 
Fulfilling  their  call, 

Together  they  grow, 
The  old  black  Soul 

Washed  whiter  than  snow, 
With  the  Ivy,  the  Soul  of  a  Child. 


THE  BOOK  OF  LIFE. 

The   Record   in    Verse   of  a   Dream. 

SUPPOSING  the  Book  of  Life  were  here, 

With  its  record  of  all  the  Past, 
And  you  longed  to  know  what  was  written  there, 

Would  you  dare  to  unfasten  the  hasp  ? 

For  the  record  of  every  life  that  has  been, 

The  secrets  of  plots  laid  bare, 
The  innermost  thoughts  of  everyone, 

Are  kept  in  seclusion  there. 

In  silence  would  you  turn  to  the  page 

Wherein  is  inscribed  your  name  ? 
The  record  of  your  youthful  life, 

Would  you  live  it  all  over  again  ? 

Or  would  you  turn  to  a  further  place 

Where  the  later  life  is  giv'n, 
And  the  secret  thoughts  of  your  inner  heart 

Stand  revealed  by  the  hand  of  Heav'n? 

Dare  you  go  back  just  a  month  ago, 

And  onward  then  till  now? 
Is  there  a  week— is  there  a  day— 

That  never  a  blot  will  show? 

And  lo,  where  the  rays  of  the  setting  sun, 
Bidding  peace  to  the  world  of  strife, 

Illumined  the  Cross  by  the  Temple's  door, 
Lay  the  dreaded  Book  of  Life. 


The  Book  of  Life. 


And  a  motley  crowd  was  gathered  there, 

Each  eager  to  take  a  look; 
Yet  never  was  one  with  conscience  clear, 

Who  dared  to  open  the  Book. 

The  Bishop  was  there  and  his  satellites, 

With  all  the  congregation; 
The  sinner  washed  much  whiter  than  snow— 

Apostate  consigned  to  damnation. 

Traders,  Financiers,  Advocates, 

Doctor  and  Politician, 
None  daring  to  look,  each  dreading  the  Book 

And  its  sentence  dread  of  perdition. 

And  yet  among  that  medley  throng 
Were  many  whose  names  resound 

With  deeds  well  done,  and  kindness  shown 
To  all  the  world  around. 

The  titled  Squire,  with  power  of  wealth, 

Didn't  wish  the  rest  to  see 
The  reason  why  he  freely  gave 

So  much  to  charity. 

The  Lawyer  from  his  rooms  in  Town, 

With  the  widow's  last  mite  in  his  purse, 
Bore  a  stricken  look— he  knew  the  Book 

Held  secrets  he'd  reason  to  curse- 
Secrets  dark  from  his  musty  abode, 

Where  necessity  said  that  he  must 
Take  every  pound  for  advice  none  too  sound, 

In  fraud  converting  a  trust. 


The  Book  of  Life. 

The  man  who  sits  on  the  Treasury  Bench, 

With  policy  perfectly  clear, 
In  Demagogue  fashion,  stirring  up  passion, 

Drawing  five  thousand  a  year. 

And  so  the  motley  throng  passed  on— 

A  throng  so  branded  with  sin — 
Each  pausing  to  look  at  the  back  of  the  Book; 

None  daring  to  glance  therein. 

For  we  cloak  the  real  life  we  lead ; 

Conscience  to  Charity  given, 
And  shutting  our  eyes,  raise  hands  to  the  skies, 

Invoking  the  blessing  of  Heaven. 

But  hushed  is  the  gathered  throng, 

Stilled  as  the  ebbing  tide; 
For  a  child  is  threading  its  way  along, 

And  swiftly  the  ranks  divide. 

And  it  stoops  to  the  side  of  the  Book, 

Its  eyes  as  the  stars  of  Heaven, 
Tiny  hands  on  the  hasp,  its  pages  unclasp, 

And  speech  to  its  tongue  is  given. 

And  page  after  page  it  turned  it  o'er 
Till  it  came  to  its  own  at  sight, 

And  an  angel's  smile  illumined  its  face, 
For  there  was  a  page  quite  white. 

And  heads  were  bowed  and  broken  sobs, 

As  each  took  courage  to  look; 
For  though  the  other  pages  were  dark, 

Love  and  mercy  were  stamped  on  the  Book. 
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And  never  a  word  of  vengeance  there; 

Blots  many  were  watered  with  tears; 
Each  soul  was  bared,  for  that  Angel-Child 

Had  banished  for  ever  their  fears. 

And  stamped  on  every  record  there, 
That  each  poor  sinner  could  see, 

In  letters  of  red,  were  words  which  just  said, 
"Weary  Soul,  there's  pardon  for  thee." 

And  a  choking  sob  shook  the  gathered  throng, 

As  with  a  clarion  call, 
The  Angel-Child,  with  pitying  eyes, 

Proclaimed  forgiveness  for  all. 

And  a  silence  fell  on  the  throng, 
For  where  the  Child  had  stood, 

With  radiant  points  and  wings  outspread, 
Was  the  Messenger  of  God. 

And  round  the  Child  an  angel  band 

Burst  into  rapturous  song — 
"  Peace  and  goodwill  in  every  land  ! " 

In  heavenly  accents  strong. 

And  silently  each  bowed  his  head, 
And  peace  came  to  hearts  so  riv'n, 

And  they  saw  the  Book  on  pinions  spread, 
And  an  Angel's  flight  to  Heav'n. 


LITTLE    EYES    BLUE. 


LITTLE  Eyes  blue, 

I  belong  to  you! 
I  was  yours  on  the  day  you  came; 

And  I  shall  be  true 

All  my  life  through, 
For  you  bear  a  loved  one's  name. 

Little  Eyes  blue, 

How  I  worship  you ! 
For  you're  all  I've  got  on  earth; 

Those  other  blue  eyes 

Went  away  to  the  skies, 
Closed  for  ever  to  me  at  your  birth. 

It's  not  known  to  you, 

My  little  Eyes  blue, 
How  we  waited  so  many  years 

For  those  little  blue  Eyes, 

Now  cradled  in  sighs, 
And  rocked  to  the  flowing  of  tears. 

When  I'm  sad  at  heart 

With  memories  dear, 
Bring  your  eyes  of  eternal  blue, 

And  the  mist  disappears 

Ere  forming  its  tears; 
I  get  fresh  courage  from  you. 
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Little  Eyes  blue, 

This  secret  for  you, 
For  my  heart  was  torn  right  through; 

In  rebellious  way 

I  asked  God  that  day 
His  reason  for  treating  me  so. 

But  an  Angel  of  Love  took  me  softly  aside— 

An  Angel  so  very  like  you— 
And  I  know  who  it  was  that  stood  by  my  side 

With  those  other  eyes  so  blue. 

i- 

And  she  whispered  a  word  of  love  to  me, 
As  she  took  me  to  look  at  you ; 

And  I  saw  sweet  peace  in  her  Angel  eyes 
As  she  looked  mine  through  and  through. 

And  now  I  know  it  all  for  the  best, 

I  am  left  alone  with  you ; 
And  those  little  blue  eyes 
Are  a  link  with  the  skies, 

And  there's  work  for  me  to  do. 


AN  ODE    TO   PORTBALLINTRAE. 


O  SUNNY  Port  of  the  North! 

O  subtle  air  of  the  Sea! 
Thou  health-giving,  soul-stirring  wind, 

The  breath  of  sweet  Ballintrae ! 

O  whispering  Music  low 

Of  waves  caressing  the  shore! 
Chanting  thy  sweet  lullaby 

Of  love  evermore. 

O  Storm,  so  mighty  and  strong ! 

O  Breakers  of  glorious  form! 
Thy  beauty,  thy  crests ;  thy  awe 

In  the  roar  of  thy  song. 

O  Sunset !  gorgeous  in  flame, 

Gilding  the  wave  and  the  land ; 
Thy  glory  dwelleth  in  cloud  and  in  sea, 

On  river,  on  rock,  and  on  strand. 

O  Sun !  gently  lost  in  the  wave ; 

Thy  beauty  to  man  still  giv'n 
In  thy  setting;  from  thy  grave 

Reflecting  thy  light  in  Heav'n. 

O  soul-stirring  Port  of  the  Sea! 

With  thy  breeze,  thy  waves  and  thy  shore; 

Herein  lies  thy  wealth,  thou  giv'st  back  health- 
God's  blessing !  thou  sweet  Ballintrae  ! 


DISPELLING    AN   ILLUSION. 


WHERE  the  clouds  and  the  mountain  meet, 

And  day  is  shrouded  in  mist, 
As  we  go  to  the  fountain,  we  say  of  the  mountain, 

How  sweet  to  be  so  cloud-kissed! 

But  the  clouds,  with  feminine  twist, 

Object  to  be  kissed  by  the  land; 
And  say,  'twas  the  fault  of  the  mist 

That  made  one  misunderstand. 

So  the  sun  appeared  on  the  scene, 

And  in  the  fight  took  a  hand ; 
Sent  the  clouds  up  on  high,  to  their  place  in  the  sky, 

And  the  mist  to  water  the  land. 
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TO    THE    SEA. 


OH!  boundless  sunlit  glassy  sea, 

Stretching  from  east  to  west; 
A  cloudless  sky  thy  canopy, 

Peace  on  thy  watery  breast. 

What  is  the  message  thou  sendest  me 
From  thy  bosom,  thou  mighty  deep? 

Music  of  sweetest  melody 

Is  lulling  my  soul  to  sleep. 

Gently  thy  waves  are  lapping  the  shore; 

Murmurings  soft  from  thy  sea 
Blend  with  the  sound  of  thy  distant  roar, 

They  sing  me  a  lullaby. 

I  dream  by  thy  rocky  shore,  O  Sea ; 

Sweet  nectar  my  senses  steep; 
Thou  croonest  thy  slumber  song  to  me, 

And  boldest  my  eyes  in  sleep. 

O  slumbering  Sea,  when  the  winds  are  still, 

And  the  sailor  sings  his  song 
For  the  breeze  to  blow,  and  the  sails  to  fill, 

To  carry  his  ship  along. 

Tell  me,  O  Sea,  dost  thou  ever  lament  ? 

Is  that  what  I  hear  in  the  moan 
Of  thy  sad  salt  waves?    dost  thou  ever  relent 

For  the  wrecks  on  thy  bosom  strewn  ? 
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But  the  sirens'  voice  has  wakened  thee; 

They  sing  from  the  rocks  and  the  land; 
The  storm-fiend  shrieks  in  thy  breath,  O  Sea; 

Thy  waves  are  lashing  the  strand. 

Thy  horses  are  out  in  serried  array; 

Their  manes  shine  white  with  foam; 
They  hear  the  call  and  are  breaking  away; 

They  dance  in  the  breath  of  the  storm. 

And  anger  dwells  in  thy  crested  wave, 

And  vengeance  in  the  gale; 
And  the  sailor  finds  a  sailor's  grave, 

And  thy  roar  is  turned  to  a  wail. 

Dost  thou  ever  hear  the  wail  of  the  land  ? 

Are  sobs  ever  borne  to  thy  shore? 
Are  they  flowing  tears  that  furrow  thy  sand 

For  the  men  they'll  never  see  more? 

When  thou'rt  angry,  O  Sea,  and  rearest  thy  head, 

And  dashest  thy  waves  to  land, 
And  the  sun  looks  down  on  the  face  of  thy  dead, 

Art  thou  proud  of  the  work  of  thy  hand  ? 

In  the  old  churchyard  where  the  cliffs  stand  high, 

Peacefully  taking  his  rest, 
The  sailor  sleeps  'neath  a  cloudless  sky, 

And  the  winds  blow  soft  from  the  west. 
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And  the  spume  of  thy  waves  like  a  shroud 
Is  spread  as  thou  rollest  to  shore; 

And  thy  dirgeful  moan  is  echoed  in  caves, 
And  the  sailor  sleeps  on  evermore. 

Slumber  again,  O  cruel  Sea! 

Blow  soft  breezes  to  land ; 
Sing  me  again  thy  lullaby; 

Peace  on  thy  golden  strand. 


THE    SOUL    OF    UNREST. 


WOULDST  thou  know  the  waves'  lament, 

Beating  from  rock  to  shore? 
Wouldst  thou  know  what  says  the  storm, 

Bursting  in  tumult  and  roar? 

Where  the  shafts  from  the  wave  to  the  sky 
Are  piercing  the  clouds  o'er  the  sea  ; 

Herald  of  dawn  !    God's  light ! 
Day  shrouded  in  mystery. 

Wouldst  thou  fathom  the  song 

Of  the  lark  rapturous  on  wing? 

And  know  of  the  brook, 
Whence  its  carolling? 

Why  springtime  gives  us  the  green, 
And  summer  the  ripened  grain? 

Autumnal  decay  and  Winter's  chill, 
Till  the  song  of  the  thrush  again  ? 

O  restless  Soul!    must  thou  know 
The  mysteries  dwelling  on  earth? 

Is  faith  so  weak  that  He  must  speak, 
To  teach  all  things  from  their  birth  ? 
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O  doubting  Soul,  be  still ! 

The  plains,  the  hills,  and  the  sea 
Are  symbols  of  His  mighty  will, 

And  clothed  in  mystery. 

O  trusting  Soul,  thou  wouldst  not  seek 

The  reason  of  His  will; 
The  finite  trusts  the  Infinite— 

The  restless  soul  is  still. 


THE    RIVER    SONG. 


DOES  my  song  end  with  the  sea,  my  friend? 

Is  its  life  from   the  hills  to  the  shore? 
Melody  sweet !  is  my  song  so  complete 

That  it  ends  with  the  ocean's  roar? 

Did  it  gather  its  song  on  the  hills,  my  friend  ? 

And  burst  into  torrent's  roar, 
And  madly  sing  to  the  rocks  in  the  glen, 

To  lose  it  all  on  the  shore? 

Did  it  babble  its  way  in  the  meadow-land, 

In  cadence  soft  by  the  willow, 
And  gently  sing  on  the  golden  strand, 

To  lose  itself  in  the  billow  ? 

Down  in  the  deep,  secure  from  the  gale, 
The  storm-fiend  over  my  head, 

Sadly  I  chant  my  song  in  a  wail, 

For  I  sing  at  the  shrine  of  the  dead. 

But  when  the  storm  its  fury  has  spent, 

And  even's  calm  is  beginning, 
And  the  waves  are  murmuring  softly  in  caves, 

There  am  I,  the  River,  still  singing. 


CHRISTMAS   EVE. 


'TWAS  Christmas  Eve,  and  o'er  the  darkened  world 
The  stars  in  brightness  shone,  as  dazzling  stones 

Set  in  a  firmament,  expanse  of  blue, 

Heaven's  canopy  o'er  slumbering  earth  and  homes. 

And  where  the  Church's  spire  rose  high 

Behind  the  hill,  with  branching  trees, 
Where  here  and  there  a  leaf  still  clung 

To  flutter  with  each  breeze, 
Bereft  of  green,  the  Springtime's  dress 

That  tells  of  life,  and  cheers  the  heart 
Of  wanderer  in  the  wilderness, 

A  few  had  gathered  to  give  praise 
And  sing  a  Christmas  hymn, 

To  join  in  music  here  on  Earth 
The  song  in  Heav'n  of  Cherubim. 

And  as  the  voices  swelled,  the  moon  with  radiance  pure 

From  banking  clouds  rode  forth, 
As  though  the  sky  were  sea, 

And  she  a  ship  with  new-born  liberty. 
While  in  her  course  triumphant  in  the  sky 

With  rays  to  earth  so  bright, 
The  driven  snow  in  radiance  shone 

Resplendent  in  the  light. 
Each  tiny  point  became  a  gem 

Wherein  imprisoned  rays 
Burst  into  light's  bright  spectrum  parts 

And  made  a  diadem. 


Christmas  Eve. 


And  spire  and  tree  and  every  mound  of  clay 

That  pointed  to  the  sky 

In  dazzling  whiteness  stood, 
While  on  the  face  of  earth  each  shadow  lay. 

And  there  it  was  that  where  an  ancient  tree, 

With  head  erect  and  arms  spread  to  the  sky, 
Across  the  church's  spire  a  limb  had  thrown, 

The  light  held  by  a  passing  cloud  burst  forth 
On  spire  and  branch,  and  on  the  earth 

The  shadow  of  the  Cross  was  shown. 
And  every  head  was  bowed  in  reverence  deep, 

In  witness  of  such  sign  of  holiness; 
And  hushed  was  every  sound,  as  though  the  earth 

Were  sleeping  with  day's  weariness. 
And  in  the  holy  calm,  in  accents  clear  and  sweet, 

Borne  to  the  ear  through  nave  and  aisle, 
Was  heard  the  organ's  soul,  responsive  to  the  touch 

Of  Angel's  master  hand  the  while. 

Softly  and  low  the  opening  theme, 

As  though  the  sleeping  earth 
Were  wakened  from  its  slumbering 

By  gentle  hand ;  or  as  if  kiss 
Had  fallen  soft  on  ready  lips 

That  smiled  a  sweet  awakening; 
Till  stronger  came  the  deeper  voice 

From  hidden  depths,  and  reed  and  pipe 
Combined,  gave  forth  their  strength, 
That  swelled  and  rolled  through  porch  and  arch 

Like  distant  restless  sea 

Bursting  on  shore  in  Nature's  melody; 


Christmas  Eve. 


And  clarion  voices  rose  and  fell  as  each  new  theme 

Brought  forth  its  harmony; 
And  o'er  the  silent  earth  was  heard 

The  Christmas  Hymn. 

And  as  by  unseen  hand  the  sacred  doors 

Rolled  back  in  divers  ways, 
Bidding  the  watchers  enter  there, 

To  join  in  prayer  and  praise. 
And  every  head  was  bowed 

Within  the  sacred  edifice, 
And  stilled  the  organ's  sound, 

As  on  the  Crucifix 
The  lunar  light  in  radiance  shone, 

And  it  was  Christmas  Morn. 

And  soul  joined  soul  in  holy  unison, 

Rejoicing  in  the  Birth; 
While  echoing  music  in  the  cloisters  rang— 

"Glory  to  God!    Saviour  of  Man! 

Peace  and  Goodwill  on  Earth ! " 


/AT    MEMORIAM. 


CALLED  to  his  rest!  in  the  armour  still 

One  wears  in  the  battle  of  life! 
His  the  call  and  strength  of  will 

To  yet  engage  in  the  strife, 
And  fight  as  of  old,  when  most  deem  best 
To  lay  down  weapons  and  rest. 

Buckler  and  sword !  how  bright  they  shone  in  the  fight ! 

For  Honour's  sake,  while  he  had  breath, 
And  strength  remained, 

To  fight  till  death, 
And  leave  the  escutcheon  unstained. 

As  giant  oak  of  fourscore  years, 

With  head  erect  on  high, 
Defies  the  storm,  yet  shelter  gives, 

While  towering  to  the  sky- 
So  was  his  life;  strong,  resolute, 

Erect  with  head  to  Heav'n; 
Unbending  where  'twas  Honour's  claim; 

Love  to  his  children  given. 

Kind,  loving  and  gentle  was  he ! 

The  crowning  joy  of  life 
When  prattling  tongue  of  infancy 

Bade  truce  to  worldly  strife; 
And  "  Gandad's  "  limbs  were  trees 

For  little  legs  to  climb, 
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Till,  struggling  up,  each  effort  crowned, 

They  found  a  resting  ground 
For  tiny  feet,  while  Baby  arms 

Would  round  his  neck  entwine; 
And  love,  and  little  whisperings 
Were  Heaven's  choicest  offerings. 

Sleep  on!   peacefully  take  thy  rest! 

We  would  not  recall  thee  to  strife: 
Sweet  mem'ry  ours!  we  still  keep  the  best— 

Thy  Spirit!   to  walk  with  us,  talk  with  us, 
Guide  us,  advise  us, 

Through  all  the  by-paths  of  our  life. 


A    CHRISTMAS    WISH. 


A  HAPPY  Christmas  to  all! 

To  the  loved  ones  who'll  be  at  our  side; 
The  friends  who'll  be  sharing  our  joys, 

And  brightening  our  Christmas  fireside. 

To  those  in  far-away  homes, 

In  spirit  still  with  us,  I  trow; 
Unable  to  join  us  in  dance 

And  fun  'neath  the  mistletoe  bough. 

And  a  pause  in  the  midst  of  our  glee 

To  recall  each  memory  giv'n 
Of  the  loved  ones  who've  left  us— 

They're  spending  their  Christmas  in  Heav'n. 

To  the  rich  who  never  know  want, 
With  wealth  enough  and  to  spare; 

God  give  them  kind  thoughts  to-day 
For  the  poor  with  so  much  to  bear! 

To  those  whose  homes  to-day 

Are  clouded  by  sadness  or  sorrow, 

Our  hearts  go  to  them— 

God  send  them  a  brighter  to-morrow! 


A  Christmas  Wish. 


To  the  bare-footed  waif  in  the  street, 

Beggar,  outcast  and  sinner, 
Let  us  help  to  give  them  a  treat 

As  we  sit  at  our  own  Christmas  dinner. 

And  so  shall  our  Christmas  Day 

Be  the  happiest  ever  we've  known; 

Hearts  full  of  good  cheer !  nothing  to  fear ! 
With  Humanity's  love  in  our  home! 


LOVE. 


O  WAITING  HOUR!  that  feels  th'  approach 
Of  joy— that  hears  the  beating  waves 

Of  sound  as  yet  imprisoned 
Calling  for  freedom's  sway 

To  burst  its  barriers, 

And  claim  its  right  of  way. 

O  Rapturous  Hour!  when  soul  meets  soul 

Attuned  in  unison! 
When  Heaven's  portals  wide  are  flung, 

While  pent-up  joys,  set  free, 
Join  hand-in-hand  with  other  joys, 

And  burst  in  untold  song! 

O  Gentle  Hour!  when  the  soft  utterings 
Of  soul  to  soul,  unable  yet  to  breathe 

Their  deeper  thoughts;  awaiting  power 
That  gives  the  light  to  deeper  depths 

And  speech— as  yet  poor  mutterings. 

O  Bitter  Hour!  when  doubt  first  crept 
Into  the  soul,  stemming  the  even  flow 

Of  faith  and  trust,  Love's  choicest  offerings: 
Still  in  the  darkness  helpless  to  forego 

Its  pride,  but  bear  its  sufferings. 

O  Saddest  Hour!  when  by  the  grave  they  stand, 
Yielding  to  God  that  which  He  gave, 


Love. 


Symbol  of  perfect  love  and  trust, 

But  which  He,  all-knowing, 
Deemed  them  unworthy  of  His  gift, 

And  now  reclaims  and  holds  it  just. 

O  Contrite  Hour !  when  in  the  stillness  born  of  night, 
Battling  with  Conscience's  call,  lashed 

Till  the  aching,  smitten  soul  cries  loud 
For  love  again  and  burial  of  the  past, 

And  peace  of  mind  and  God  to  rule, 
And  out  of  darkness  light. 

O  Chastened  Hour!  when  out  of  darkness  light  has  come, 
And  the  torn  soul,  with  scars  that  tell  of  wounds 
now  past, 

And  bitterness  no  more,  but  Love  again 
Triumphant,  and  joy  and  trust, 

And  hearts  that  beat  again  in  perfect  unison. 


A    SONG. 


O  FOR  the  Flower  that  grows, 

And  its  breath  perfuming  the  air; 

With  petals  spread  to  the  wind  as  it  blows, 
And  its  beauty  everywhere ! 

O  for  the  Birds  as  they  sing! 

The  thrush  on  the  elder-tree; 
The  song  of  the  lark  on  wing, 

Bursting  in  melody. 

O  for  the  Wind  as  it  sings 

Its  song  of  the  free  'mid  the  leaves! 
The  warming  touch  of  the  zephyr's  wings, 

The  music  that's  borne  on  the  breeze! 

But  oh  that  the  voice  could  be  given 
Of  my  Darling  under  the  sod ! 

For  her  soul  has  ta'en  its  flight  to  Heav'n, 
And  her  song  is  for  ever  with  God. 


TO    PORTBALLINTRAE. 


OH,  Port  of  the  North!  blow  me  a  breath 

Of  salt  air  fresh  from  thy  sea; 
Charge  it  with  brine,  let  the  sun  shine 

Through  it,  and  send  it  to  me. 
Fresh  from  the  crest  of  a  wave  let  it  be, 

As  it  proudly  rears  its  head ; 
Tossing  the  foam  to  the  winds  ere  it  spreads 

Its  down  on  its  Mother-bed. 

Fill  it  with  memories  dear  to  me; 

With  the  wings  of  the  wind  bid  it  speed 
By  proud  Dunluce  and  Giant's  Head, 

Kissing  the  foam  and  the  weed 
In  its  path  to  the  rocks  where  danger  lurks, 

And  the  Beacon  red  lifts  its  warning  head 
Where  the  waves  are  lashing  the  Stirks. 

From  Skerries'  Isle  direct  its  flight 

Towards  the  golden  shore 
Where  dark'ning  Bush  pursues  its  course 

To  join  the  ocean's  roar. 
And  yellow  strand,  with  golden  way, 
Shows  where  Runkerry  holds  its  sway, 

And  tempests  rage,  and  angry  sea 
Its  fury  spends,  and  shrieks  and  laughs 

At  wreck  and  death  and  misery. 

Where  Giant's  Causeway  rears  its  head, 
And  proudly  fronts  the  sea, 
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And  hurls  the  angry  waters  back 

That  strive  for  mastery ; 
And  undermine  till  cave  is  formed 

Beneath  its  battlements;  where  every  sound 
Of  stormy  sea  prevails,  and  seabirds  scream, 

And  mysteries  abound. 

Blow  me  a  breath  of  thy  sea,  O  Port! 

Round  by  the  Causeway  shore; 
Fill  it  with  memories  dear  to  me, 
For  I  would  aye  remember  thee! 
A  whiff  from  thy  rocks,  O  Ballintrae ! 

For  I  love  thee  more  and  more. 


DAWN. 


ALONE  on  the  mountain's  height, 

While  the  earth  is  wrapped  in  grey, 

And  every  form  invisible, 
Waiting  the  break  of  day. 

And  the  world  feels  the  coming  of  light 
As  the  gentle  dew  in  its  fall; 

Dimly  each  form  emerges  from  night, 
Till  dawn  claims  possession  of  all. 

The  slumbering  earth  is  awake, 

The  whispering  winds  in  the  tree; 

The  distant  sound  of  the  tinkling  bell 
Borne  o'er  the  woodland  and  lea. 

And  resting  mist  on  the  lake, 

Knowing  the  day  begun, 
Rises  in  cloud  from  peaceful  bed 

In  the  warmth  of  the  rising  sun. 

And  clouds  and  mountain  meet, 
And  the  hills  are  clad  in  blue, 

While  purple  shines  the  heatherland, 
And  the  fields  are  robed  in  dew. 


Dawn. 

And  lake  is  turned  to  gold, 

Transformed  by  sunshine's  power, 
That  flashes  in  each  bending  bough, 

And  sports  with  every  flower. 

And  soul  expands  to  feel 

The  mystery  of  dawn ; 
Work  of  the  Invisible 

And  silence  reigns  o'er  all. 


NOON. 


COME  where  the  daffodils  bloom, 

With  the  river  flowing  by; 
Hear  what  says  its  noon-day  song 

'Neath  the  blue  of  the  summer's  sky. 

Forget  the  weary  world, 

With  its  toil  and  strife  and  wrong; 
Come  where  the  hum  of  the  bee  on  wing 

Joins  the  river's  slumber  song. 

And  the  swallow  dips  to  the  stream, 
Caught  in  the  sunshine's  rays; 

While  the  lark  in  the  sky,  the  soloist, 
Bursts  into  tumult  of  praise 

As  it  seeks  the  sun,  till  weary  eye 
No  more  can  follow  its  flight; 

While  sweeter  comes  the  melody 
With  the  songster  lost  to  sight. 

And  Peace  outspreads  her  wings 
O'er  mountain,  plain,  and  sea; 

And  sweet  is  life  where  the  river  sings 
Its  peaceful  lullaby. 


EVENING. 


AT  the  close  of  the  day  I  am  casting  a  line 

For  trout  in  the  gentle  stream, 
When  the  sweet  peace  of  even-time 

Spreads  its  calm  as  a  sacred  dream. 
And  the  throstle  in  the  copse  close  by 

Sings  to  its  mate  in  the  dell; 
While  o'er  the  vale  is  borne  the  sound 

Of  the  distant  vesper-bell. 
And  the  hill  shines  red  in  the  glow 

Where  the  sun  has  sunk  in  the  west; 
And  the  plough-boy  sings  to  his  team  as  they  go 

Their  homeward  way  to  rest. 
And  sky  and  bough  and  hanging  leaf, 

Trembling  in  sunset's  glow; 
O'er-hanging  bank  and  quiet  pool, 

Where  deeper  waters  flow, 
Are  all-in-all ;  and  evening's  peace 

Lies  mirrored  in  the  soul. 
Unheeded  lies  the  casting  line, 

And  hand  forgets  the  rod, 
While  the  soul  is  its  own  interpreter 

Of  the  scene  that  links  it  to  God. 


TO    DONEGAL. 


THE  sun  is  sinking  in  the  west, 

The  sky  is  red  with  flame; 
Afar,  blue  hills  of  Donegal, 

I  see  them  once  again. 

They  mind  me  o'  the  olden  time, 

When  she  was  by  my  side; 
They  bring  me  back  the  plighted  troth, 

Ere  yet  she  was  my  Bride. 

Full  many  a  mile  we  roamed  thy  cliffs, 

And  listened  to  the  roar 
Where  waves  dashed  in  the  chasmed  rocks 

That  gird  thy  Erin's  shore. 

And  watched  them  bend  their  crested  heads, 

And  onward  dash  to  land; 
Receding,  lost  in  feathery  foam, 

From  rocky  beach  and  strand. 

On  Dunmore's  height  again  we  stand, 

And  watch  the  billows  roll; 
By  proud  Atlantic's  breezes  fanned, 

And  hear  the  sea-birds'  call. 

Now  wanderers  by  Narin's  lake, 

With  fishing-rod  and  creel ; 
'Mid  heather  and  brown  bracken,  take 

The  welcome  evening  meal. 
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Still  purple  shines  thy  heatherland ; 

We  stroll  by  bog  and  moor; 
Sweet  comes  the  smell  of  burning  turf 

From  old  thatched  cottage  door. 

'Twas  there  the  peat  was  glowing  bright, 
And  there  the  wit  ran  wild, 

While  open  hearth  and  old  black  pot 
Our  resting-time  beguiled. 

And  Bridget  took  her  "cutty"  down 
From  smoke  stained  mantel  shelf, 

And  questioned  us  of  London  Town, 
And  talked  about  herself. 

Oh  Donegal!  I  see  thee  now, 
Afar  through  mist  and  haze ; 

Fond  memory  brings  thee  near  to  me, 
And  all  those  happy  days. 

And  long  as  life  is  mine  to  spend, 

And  joys  my  soul  enthral, 
Thou  shalt  be  with  me  to  the  end, 

My  sun-kissed  Donegal ! 


SWEETHEARTS    YET. 


SIXTY  years  ago! 

And  we  were  playmates  then ; 
Hand-in-hand  in  the  meadow-land, 

In  country  lane  and  glen ; 
By  babbling  brook,  where  lilies  grow 

And  willows  kiss  the  stream ; 
In  poppy-land,  when  the  sun  was  low, 

We  were  playmates  then,  my  Queen  I 


Hand-in-hand  in  the  bright  springtime, 

With  the  hedgerows  clad  in  green, 
Where  the  hawthorn  bloomed  in  the  sweet  sunshine, 

And  the  nesting  birds  were  seen. 
Oh,  the  days  were  long  when  life  was  young, 

The  song  in  joyful  strain, 
And  every  care  to  the  winds  was  flung, 

And  the  heart  had  known  no  pain, 

Or  sorrow  seen,  my  Queen! 

Forty  years  ago! 

Yet  happier  days  are  seen; 
A  deeper  love  begins  to  flow, 

And  thou  art  more  my  Queen. 
The  light  of  love,  thy  added  grace, 

Wherein  the  sunshine's  rays 
Have  found  a  welcome  resting-place 

For  ever  on  thy  face. 


Sweethearts   Yet. 


And  mine  the  joy,  my  All-in-all, 
To  read  as  in  a  book, 
In  sunny  smile  and  tender  look, 

The  secrets  of  thy  soul. 

Thrice  ten  full  years,  and  on  thy  brow 

The  crown  of  blessed  Motherhood ; 
Proudly  it  rests,  while  love  serene 

Suffuses  every  lineament, 

Thy  life  a  sacred  dream, 
Where  eyes  that  dance  with  new-born  light 

And  wondrous  love  are  seen. 
And  thou  and  he,  thy  Babe,  are  mine, 

Rich  luscious  wine  our  joy  to  drink; 
And  nought  betwixt  my  love  and  thine 

Save  him,  our  blessedness,  my  Queen ! 

And  so  the  years  of  happiness, 

A  ship  with  cloudless  day, 
And  gentle  winds  that  filled  the  sails, 

And  ploughed  its  even  way. 
Love  at  the  helm, 

The  prow  to  open  sea; 
The  Pilot  in  command 

Who  shapes  our  destiny. 

And  he,  the  Babe,  had  grown  to  youth, 

With  love  and  gentle  care; 
Jealous  for  honour's  sake  and  truth, 

And  goodness  everywhere. 


Sweethearts  Yet. 


While  Nature's  self,  an  open  book— 

The  mountain's  height,  the  restless  sea, 
Sun,  moon  and  stars,  and  running  brook, 

Were  never-ending  mystery. 
And  so  as  sapling  gathers  strength 

With  each  successive  year, 
With  ever  added  girth  to  length, 

Till  now  it  knows  no  fear 
Of  angry  storm  or  wintry  blast, 

So  came  his  manhood's  state, 
Secure,  nought-fearing,  holding  fast 

To  right,  to  faith  and  fate; 
Foremost  in  manly  sport,  in  chase  on  land, 

Or  straining  every  nerve  on  ocean's  breast; 
As  noble  in  defeat  as  when  in  hand 

The  victor's  wreath,  and  him  acclaimed  the  best; 
Yet  ever  loving  praise  the  most 

From  them  who  gave  him  birth; 
Rejoicing  in  his  privilege 

To  worship  them  on  earth. 

And  when  his  country's  need  of  men  was  known, 

To  fight  the  foe  on  distant  hill  and  plain, 
His  martial  spirit  clamoured  for  her  own, 

And  warrior's  blood,  that  coursed  in  every  vein, 
Bore  him  to  those  he  loved,  who  gave  him  life, 

And  gently  as  he  held  each  loving  hand, 
Sought  he  his  soul's  desire  to  join  the  strife, 

And  pressed  his  country's  claim,  that  he  might  stand 
In  fighting  line  with  those  brave  men  who  give 

Their  best  of  strength  and  treasured  blood  and  all ; 


Sweethearts  Yet. 


Nor  heeding  whether  theirs  to  die  or  live, 

Where  country,  love,  and  noblest  duty  call. 
Dying  for  right— in  death  none  other  boast 
Save  "  loving  and  loved,  yet  loving  country  most." 

And  gently  did  the  Mother  steal 

Her  trembling  hand  from  his; 
Proud  of  the  Boy  she  loved, 

Yet  fearing  lest  the  kiss 
She  fain  would  have  bestowed 

Might  now  reveal 
The  tears  that  freely  flowed, 
And  flowing,  quench  the  quickened  fire 
Burning  with  patriot's  desire. 
So  stole  she  from  their  side 

Gently  and  low, 
While  he  sought  his  request- 
Softening  the  blow 
To  fall,  yet  deeming  it  the  best. 

But  proudly  now  the  Father  rose, 

New  fire  in  eyes  grown  dim, 
Bidding  him  fight  his  country's  cause 

While  she  had  need  of  him. 

Where  blazing  sun  beats  down  in  far-off  land, 
Scorching  the  veldt  and  drying  every  stream, 

Hard-pressed,  a  gallant  little  outpost  band 

Stands  fighting  for  its  country  and  its  Queen. 

And  there  where  roaring  cannon  belched  its  flame 
'Mid  whistling  bullet  and  the  shriek  of  shell, 


Sweethearts  Yet. 


Where  Earth  was  an  inferno— winning  fame, 

Undaunted  stood  that  band  in  mouth  of  hell. 
While  leader  there  in  every  daring  deed, 

In  every  rush  that  drove  invader  back 
Or  left  him  in  the  dust;   where  most  the  need 

Was  found  our  hero,  foremost  in  attack. 
And  when  at  night  the  deadly  strife  was  done, 

And  foe  lay  scattered  over  hill  and  plain, 
Proudly  the  loved  ones  read  the  victory  won, 

And  prouder  still  of  Cross  which  he  had  gained. 

Forty  years  ago ! 

And  we  were  sweethearts  then, 
Hand-in-hand  on  the  golden  strand, 

We  live  it  all  again. 
Hand-in-hand  by  our  own  fireside, 

See  how  the  embers  glow! 
And  he  is  here,  our  joy,  our  pride, 

And  the  years  they  come  and  go. 
Hand-in-hand  and  side  by  side, 

Our  lives  have  no  regret, 
And  we  wait  the  ebbing  of  the  tide, 

For  we  are  sweethearts  yet. 


MY   LITTLE    BLUE    YAWL. 


DOWN  by  the  rocks  on  the  Quay. 

My  little  blue  yawl  at  rest; 
Spick  and  span  she's  waiting  for  me, 
With  bows  that  bend  to  the  open  sea, 

Asleep  on  the  ocean's  breast. 

See  how  she  rides  the  wave, 

Like  a  swan  so  proud  and  free! 

From  her  bows  to  her  stern, 

The  yawl  for  a  yarn, 

My  little  blue  yawl  o*  the  sea. 

The  sailor's  life  for  me, 

And  the  joy  of  wind-swept  seas; 

The  sea  to  roam,  with  its  sparkling  foam, 
And  sails  well  trimmed  to  the  breeze — 
Oh,  my  little  blue  yawl  for  a  breeze! 

Oh,  the  music  o'  the  sea! 

The  song  that  stirs  my  soul ! 
Borne  on  the  rippling  waves  to  me, 
The  mermaids'  chant,  my  lullaby, 

From  the  bows  of  my  little  blue  yawl. 


My  Little  Blue  Yawl. 

A  little  thatched  cottage  down  by  the  sea, 

And  it  holds  my  All-in-all; 
And  the  sweetest  name  on  earth  to  me 
Is  the  name  that  roams  the  sea  wi'  me, 

For  Maggie's  the  name  o'  my  yawl. 

But  her  other  name  she'll  change  one  day— 

Of  fish  she'll  be  my  best  haul; 
The  best  fish  of  the  sea  will  belong  to  me, 
And  we'll  sail  away  to  a  foreign  sea, 

Then  good-bye  to  my  little  blue  yawl. 


LITTLE  JIM.— A   FIREMAN'S   STORY. 


SHALL  I  tell  you  a  tale  of  a  hero,  boys- 
One  of  yourselves  from  the  street, 

Whose  name  is  inscribed  on  the  roll  of  fame, 
And  cherished  where  brave  men  meet? 

fc 

Would  you  know  to-night  how  little  Jim — 
He  was  ten  years  old  that  day — 

Fought  his  way  to  fame  as  from  the  flame 
He  rescued  a  child  at  play? 

For  with  hurried  clink  of  the  horses'  hoofs, 
And  the  clang  of  the  fireman's  gong, 

And  the  engine  had  dashed  on  its  mad  career, 
And  the  crowd  was  surging  along. 

And  in  that  crowd  was  little  Jim, 

Borne  onwards  to  the  fire ; 
And  the  sky  was  red  as  the  sparks  shot  forth, 

And  the  flames  rose  higher  and  higher. 

And  the  firemen  stemmed  the  onward  rush, 

And  the  fire  was  kept  at  bay, 
Till  a  tongue  of  flame  by  the  attic  floor 

Showed  a  little  child  at  play. 

And  but  a  slender  bridge  remained, 

Spanning  a  gulf  below— 
A  safe  retreat  for  children's  feet, 

For  man  'twere  death  to  go. 
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Little  Jim.— A  Fireman's  Story. 

"  Oh,  God,  for  a  child  with  the  heart  of  a  man— 

A  child  light,  wiry  and  slim ! " 
And  right  to  the  front  of  that  seething  crowd 

There  sprang  our  little  Jim. 

And  the  Chief  of  the  Fire  Brigade  looked  down 

At  that  boy  with  the  fearless  eye, 
And  asked,  "  Do  you  think  you  can  brave  it,  my  lad  ? " 

And  back  came  the  words,  "  I'll  try ! " 

And  the  crowd  looked  on  with  bated  breath, 

And  a  hush  came  into  the  sky, 
For  the  flames  seemed  to  know  that  facing  death 

Was  that  lad  with  his  words,  "  I'll  try  I " 

And  now  he's  treading  that  slender  plank; 
Hand  in  hand  he  leads  her  along; 

And  never  a  sound  from  the  crowd  below- 
Hushed  was  that  motley  throng. 

They  saw  the  sight  of  those  children  there— 
That  boy  with  such  courage  given ; 

And  dim  were  the  eyes  as  in  silent  prayer 
They  prayed  to  their  God  in  Heaven. 

And  now  he's  crossed  that  fragile  bridge; 

No  fear  his  feet  could  stay; 
He's  clasped  that  child,  he's  rescued  her 

From  the  clutches  of  death  that  day. 

And  with  his  safe  return  to  earth, 

The  Chief  has  shouldered  him ; 
And  a  mother  is  blessing  God  for  the  birth 

Of  that  little  hero,  Jim. 


GRATITUDE. 

(To  Mr.  Mower  White.} 

A  HEART  there  is  that  never  yields 

Its  pent-up  thoughts  to  speech; 
That  yearns  to  tell  the  love  it  feels, 

And  vainly  seeks  to  reach 
The  words  that  would  its  thoughts  express, 
But  finds  a  barren  wilderness ; 
And  spends  its  strength  lest  it  should  show 
Unmanly  tears;  and  trusts  each  soul 

To  know  the  gratitude 

That  ever  grows  with  years. 
A  silver  chord  there's  wrought 

That  links  the  hearts  of  men; 
Carries  each  silent  thought, 

And  flashes  back  again. 
And  gratitude  and  love  are  known, 

And  sorrows,  joys  and  pains, 
To  hearts  attuned  in  unison, . 

Though  only  silence  reigns. 
And  grateful  silence  owes  its  birth 

To  noblest  thoughts  e'er  giv'n, 
E'en  as  each  kindness  done  on  earth 

Is  registered  in  Heav'n. 


SAY? 


SAY  ?  when  the  day  breaks  can  it  be  night  ? 
Say?  when  the  dark  goes  is  it  not  light? 
When  the  sun  shines  does  not  the  snow 
Melt  to  the  waters  where  big  rivers  flow? 

Say?  when  the  darkness  would  rest  like  a  pall, 
Is  it  not  dawn  with  the  light  in  the  soul? 
Say?  when  forgiveness  creates  a  new  birth, 
Are  waters  of  mercy  not  flooding  the  earth  ? 

Say?  when  the  pathway  is  not  very  wide, 

And  pitfalls  abound  on  every  side, 

And  the  journey  is  weary,  and  strength  very  tried, 

Say  ?  is  it  not  wiser  to  have  a  good  Guide  ? 

Say?  when  on  the  brink  of  the  river  we  stand, 
Is  it  not  better  to  have  near  at  hand 
A  Pilot  who  knows  every  bit  of  the  shore, 
Who's  taken  so  many  in  safety  before? 

To  know  that  on  the  far  away  strand 
The  hosts  of  Heaven  have  marshalled  their  band; 
That  a  place  is  reserved  in  front  of  the  Throne; 
That  loved  ones  are  waiting  to  welcome  us  home. 

That  victory's  ours;  no  sorrow  or  pain; 
The  heartache  suffered  again  and  again 
All  gone;  for  darkness  and  night 
The  sunshine  of  Heaven!  eternally  light. 


THE    DEATH    OF   LITTLE   JIM. 

HUSH!  tread  softly! 

The  soul  of  little  Jim  is  pluming  for  flight ; 
The  angels  keep  watch  for  him 

Till  dawn  and  the  light. 

Trembling  their  wings  and  outspread, 

With  pitying  eyes 
They  watch  by  his  bed, 

Awaiting  their  prize. 

A  soul  bursting  its  bonds  to  be  free; 

Kneel  by  his  side  while 
The  pinions  are  spread, 

And  the  flight  of  a  soul  leaves  a  smile 
On  the  face  of  the  Dead. 

How  dark  the  night  to  those  loved  ones 

Watching  by  Jim ! 
To  him  how  bright  the  dawn  and  the  light! 

How  dark  the  world !  how  riv'n 
The  hearts  that  mourn  little  Jim ! 

To  him  the  sunshine  giv'n. 


The  Death  of  Little  Jim. 

To  them  the  toll  of  the  bell,  the  funeral  march, 
Rolling  through  porch  and  arch; 
To  him  the  music  of  Heav'n ! 

And  to  them  who  wait  with  hands  outstretched 

To  yonder  sky, 

The  earth  recedes,  the  shore  grows  dim, 
And  in  God's  light  they  lose  the  night, 

And  join  their  little  Jim. 


A    CHORD    FROM   HEAVEN. 


THERE'S  a  pair  of  eyes  in  a  cradle  there, 

New  to  the  light  of  day; 
There's  a  surging  joy  in  a  bed  close  by; 

There  are  tears  to  wipe  away. 

There's  music  new  in  a  cradle  there, 

The  sweetest  born  on  earth  ; 
And  a  wakened  chord  in  a  mother's  heart 

Rejoicing  in  its  birth. 

There's  a  new-born  soul  in  a  cradle  there, 

Pure  as  the  sunshine's  ray; 
There's  a  mother's  love  and  a  mother's  prayer 

To  save  it  going  astray. 

There's  a  pathway  for  us  all  to  tread, 

The  hyssop  and  the  rod ; 
There  are  hidden  pitfalls  on  the  way; 

A  simple  faith  in  God. 

Oh !   new-born  babe,  God  send  thy  life 

Pure  as  thy  mother's  prayer! 
Thou  dost  not  know  the  chord  of  love 

Thy  cry's  awakened  there. 

Thy  tendrils  ever  let  them  cling 

To  her  who  gave  thee  birth ; 
For  ever  then  thy  soul  shall  sing 

The  chord  thou  struck  at  birth. 


THE    OAK    AND    THE    WILLOW    TREE. 

SAYS  the  giant  Oak  to  the  Willow  Tree, 

Standing  so  proudly  on  high — 
"Little  willowy  thing,  don't  you  envy  me, 

With  my  sturdy  limbs  to  the  sky  ? " 

And  the  Willow  made  a  graceful  bow, 

And  the  wind  rushed  wildly  by, 
And  dipped  its  leaves  in  the  flowing  stream 

As  thus  it  made  reply:— 

"Giant  in  strength  art  thou,  my  friend; 

Thy  beauty  is  spread  o'er  the  lea ; 
I'm  honoured  to  think  thou  dost  condescend 

To  notice  a  willow  like  me. 

"  For  though  I  may  not  have  the  strength 

Of  a  mighty  oak  such  as  thou, 
My  graceful,  willowy,  bending  ways 

Are  seen  in  my  every  bough. 

"  But  I've  heard  thee  shake  when  the  storm  was  strong ; 

I've  seen  thy  gaunt  arms  quiver, 
While  I've  bowed  my  head  by  my  water's  bed, 

Reflecting  myself  in  my  river." 


The  Oak  and  the  Willow  Tree. 

And  so  they  fell  to  comparing  their  worth, 
And  which  of  the  two  was  more  clever; 

Till  an  earthquake  came  and,  rending  the  earth, 
Got  rid  of  them  both  for  ever. 

And  if  a  moral  must  belong 

To  such  a  sad  end  as  this, 
It  surely  might  be  put  in  song, 

'Twere  better  to  kiss  and  to  kiss. 

For  what  could  sweeter  be  in  life 
Than  a  fine  big  sturdy  fellow, 

With  arms  to  guard  a  slender  wife? 
An  oak  in  love  with  a  willow. 


SUPERSTITIONS. 


"OH!   Tarn,"  cried  Jean,  "did  ye  hear  in  the  night 

The  howling  of  the  hound  ? " 
"I  heard  the  scream  of  the  gale,"  says  Tam, 

"And  the  moan  of  the  wave  in  the  Sound." 

"  Did  ye  hear  the  screech  of  the  owl  ?"  quoth  Jean ; 

"The  flap  of  his  wings  on  the  pane?" 
"I  heard  the  breakers  roar,"  said  Tam, 

"As  they  dashed  on  the  rocky  main." 

"  Last  night,"  quoth  Jean,  "  as  by  the  hearth 

I  sat  till  dead  of  night, 
The  cricket  came  and  chirped  to  me, 

And  I  saw  its  wings  were  white. 

"And  as  the  fire-light  rose  and  fell, 

And  the  embers  ceased  to  shine, 
A  clinker  fell  with  hollow  shell, 

And  I  knew  it  was  a  sign. 

"And  the  howling  of  the  hound  at  night, 
The  screech  of  the  bird  by  the  pane, 

The  cricket's  chirp  in  the  sweet  fire-light, 
Came  to  me  once  again. 


Superstitions. 


"  Oh !  Tarn,  come  mount  the  stair  with  me, 
Where  sleeps  our  darling  Joan, 

For  I  would  see  her  bonnie  smile; 
I  fear  to  go  alone." 

And,  trembling,  hand-in-hand  they  sought 

Their  child  asleep  in  bed ; 
And  the  cry  of  broken  hearts  was  heard, 

For  little  Joan  was  dead ! 
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77V    LIGHTER    VEIN. 


'T^HERE'S  fun  in  this  part  of  my  Book, 

The  time  to  beguile; 
I  beg  you  just  take  a  look 

And  spare  me  a  smile. 
Part  I.  is  a  serious  chapter, 

But  now  I've  grown  versatile; 
Oh,  give  me  a  bit  of  your  laughter, 

And  smile!   SMILE!   SMILE! 


THE    ORIGIN    OF   INFLUENZA. 


DON'T  ask  me  how  I  do! 

You  know  I've  got  the  "Flu"— 

Most  evil  of  diseases. 
I'm  full  of  aches  and  pains; 
The  thing  is  at  my  brains; 

I'm  charged  with  bronchial  wheezes! 

You  ask  me  what  it  is, 

The  source  of  such  an  evil? 
What  could  it  be  save  this, 

A  product  of  the  Devil? 
For  when  his  Majesty  was  made, 

And  given  his  devilish  tricks, 
A  bit  of  protoplasmic  stuff 

Lay  hidden  by  the  Styx. 
And  as  his  Highness  came  to  swim 

In  his  river,  rippling  with  mirth, 
He  sat  himself  down  on  the  sticky  thing, 

And  carried  it  back  to  earth. 
And  there,  with  talons  scratching  it  off, 

From  town  to  city  he  flew; 
And  if  a  bit  of  it  came  your  way, 

You  knew  you  were  in  for  the  "Flu." 


The  Origin  of  Influenza. 

And  you  cursed  and  you  riled,  while  the  Devil 
he  smiled, 

And  hoped  you  soon  would  be  well ; 

But  said  he  couldn't  stay,  he'd  an  appointment 
that  day 

With  Lloyd  George,  re  taxation  of  hell. 

And  if  you  ask  me  what  shall  you  do 

To  avoid  so  dire  an  evil, 
Amend  your  ways  and  all'your  life  through 

Have  nothing  to  do  with  the  DEVIL! 


LINES    TO    AN    OLD    FRIEND 

Who  is  reducing  his  weight— formerly  24st. 

OH!  genial  Tom,  and  can  it  be 

It's  come  to  this  or  that— 
That  where  thou  wast  all  jollity, 

Thou'rt  sacrificing  fat? 

'Twas  once  we  loved  thy  joking  ways ; 

Thy  frolics  mad  did  please  us; 
The  humour  lay  with  thee  always 

In  waistcoat  full  of  creases. 

The  floor-boards  laughed  to  hear  thee  speak, 

As  when  in  gentle  springing 
Thou  pressed  them  down  and  made  them  creak 

To  join  thee  in  thy  singing. 

It  may  be,  as  thou  growest  slim, 

It  costs  thee  less  in  clothes; 
But  we  who've  known  thee  all  our  lives 

Prefer  thee  adipose. 

For  s'pose  it  is  the  fatted  gum 

That  keeps  those  teeth  in  place, 

Thou  losest  it,  thou  losest  them — 
The  smile  goes  from  thy  face. 

Don't  do  it,  Tom !  that's  what  we  wish ; 

We  want  thy  smile,  thy  graces; 
We  want  no  breeches  tightened  in ; 

No  shortening  of  thy  braces. 
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Lines  to  an  Old  Friend. 


For  even  as  we  value  thee, 

Thy  brains  and  thy  profundity, 

We  love  thee  for  thy  jolly  ways, 
Thy  beautiful  rotundity. 

Put  on  a  little  fat  again; 

It  makes  our  humour  quiver; 
And  if  needs  be,  try  to  regain 

Thy  fat  with  oil  cod-liver. 


But  now  I've  been  downstairs  and  read 

These  verses  to  the  ladies, 
The  wicked  things  they've  said  of  me 

Would  fill  full  forty  pages. 

They  say  I  had  no  right  whate'er 

In  verse  to  drag  them  in ; 
And  if  I  really  want  to  know, 

They  much  prefer  thee  thin. 

And  this  I  cannot  understand 
Save  that,  to  suit  their  taste, 

They  wish  to  get  their  arms  well  round 
Thy  slender  little  waist! 


THE    SINNER'S    DREAM. 
(A   Tale  with  a  Moral.) 

IN  an  old  country  inn,  long  years  ago, 
There  lived  one  Jonathan  Brown, 

Of  sympathies  great,  broad-minded  in  view, 
A  character  known  in  the  town. 

Good  word  had  John  for  everyone; 
No  name  would  he  besmirch; 

With  only  one  besetting  sin- 
He  never  was  seen  at  church. 

For  though  he  took  a  pew  wherein 

His  wife  and  son  might  sit 
To  sing  and  pray,  and  curse  at  sin, 

He  in  his  home  would  sit. 

And  there  it  was  the  Parson  found 

Our  John  one  Sabbath  Day, 
And  promptly  launched  his  doctrine  sound, 

And  begged  him  mend  his  way. 

And  patiently  John  listened  there 
To  what  the  Parson  preached— 

How  if  you  didn't  go  to  church 
You're  sure  to  get  impeached. 

And  in  the  end  would  surely  join 
The  ranks  of  the  wicked  below, 

And  frizzle  and  fry  and  bubble  and  squeak, 
To  keep  the  fire  aglow. 


The  Sinner's  Dream. 


And  when  the  Parson  paused  awhile 

To  get  his  second  wind, 
John  rose  and  with  a  curious  smile 

Admitted  he  had  sinned. 

"  Indeed,"  quoth  he,  "  I  thank  you,  sir, 
For  myself,  my  son,  and  wife, 

For  the  interest  you  always  show 
In  the  care  of  our  spiritual  life. 

"I  can't  refute  your  teaching,  sir, 
But  I'll  tell  you  what  doth  seem 

An  answer  good,  as  seen  by  me 

Last  night  in  a  *  Sinner's  Dream.' 

"  Do  you  know  Smith  the  lawyer,  sir  ? 

And  Jones,  who's  ever  with  him? 
Both  of  them  members  of  your  church, 

With  little  time  for  sinning." 

"Ah!   well  I  know  the  pious  pair," 

The  Parson  soon  replied  ; 
"Their  contributions  to  the  church 

Are  known  both  far  and  wide. 

"  I'm  proud  of  Smith,  I'm  proud  of  Jones  ; 

To  them  my  blessing's  given; 
They're  surely  on  the  King's  highway 

To  join  the  flock  in  Heaven." 

"Well,  sir,  in  the  dream  I  had  last  night, 
It  stood  revealed  to  my  eyes 

I  died,  and  so  did  Smith  and  Jones, 

And  together  we  trudged  to  the  skies. 


The  Sinner's  Dream. 

"And  just  outside  the  Golden  Gates, 

High  on  a  judgment  seat, 
Sat  the  Judge-elect  to  hear  each  case, 

And  an  angel  sat  at  his  feet. 

"And  on  his  knees  a  Book  he  held— 

A  Book  which  gave  from  birth 
The  record  full  of  every  life 

As  spent  while  here  on  earth. 

"And  within  the  depths  of  that  sacred  Book 
Was  the  balance  of  right  and  wrong; 

And  leaf  after  leaf,  as  its  pages  unfurled, 
Rang  the  names  of  the  countless  throng. 

"And  I  heard  the  name  of  Smith  resound, 
And  judgment  pronounced  that  day; 

But  excuse  me,  sir,  I  can't  say  more, 

But  it  took  Smith's  good  name  away. 

"And  so  with  Jones— he  trembled  and  shook, 
For  plainly  his  life  below 

Hadn't  been  what  we'd  thought,   and  the  sentence 

pronounced 
Gave  me  a  terrible  blow. 

"And  then,  as  the  sound  of  a  trumpet's  blast, 

I  heard  my  name  announced ; 
And  I  trembled  to  think  what  my  life  had  been, 

As  I  heard  my  sentence  pronounced. 

"'Jonathan  Brown,  this  Book  doth  proclaim, 

As  through  its  pages  I  search, 
Your  greatest  sin  committed  on  earth, 

You  never  were  seen  at  church. 


The  Sinner's  Dream. 


"But  it  tells  me  as  well  that  deep  in  your  heart 
Dwelt  purity,  kindness,  compassion ; 

Helping  lame  dogs  o'er  stiles,  fulfilling  your  part 
Regardless  of  doctrine  and  fashion. 

" '  How  you  beggared  yourself  when  occasion  arose, 
Assisting  poor  beggars  hard-driv'n; 

Paving  the  way  in  unorthodox  way 

For  a  seat  in  the  kingdom  of  Heav'n.' 

"And,  sir,  I  seemed  to  fall  in  a  faint, 

Till  an  angel  had  taken  my  hand; 
And  I  found  a  crown  surmounting  my  head, 

And  I'd  joined  the  heavenly  band. 

"  But  nowhere  could  I  find  poor  Smith ; 

I  didn't  expect  to  find  Jones; 
May-be  he's  joined  the  other  man's  band, 

And  complains  of  heat  in  his  bones." 

Such  doctrine  as  this  was  too  much  of  a  blow 
For  the  Parson,  who'd  but  called  for  a  chat; 

He  couldn't  think  of  his  deacons  burning  below, 
So  he  promptly  took  up  his  hat. 


AN   ODE    TO    COD-FISHING. 

(Or  a  Cod  Episode.) 

Dedicated  to  my  boatman,  Archie  Weir. 


DID  I  ever  tell  you  the  story 

Of  the  good  ship  "Archibald," 
That  sailed  from  the  Port  of  Ballintrae 

With  its  crew  of  three,  all  told  ? 

With  a  fisherman's  sky  and  a  sea  as  calm 

As  when  the  sunset's  glow 
Mirrors  the  lake,  reflecting  the  earth 

And  the  heavens  in  its  depths  below. 

And  there,  with  waves  gently  lapping  the  "  Stirks," 
Cast  they  line  to  starboard  and  port, 

The  skipper  anon  bending  back  to  his  oars, 
All  keenly  alert  for  the  sport. 

And  cheerily  sang  they  of  the  sea, 

With  voices  that  echoed  ashore; 
There  was  joy  in  the  sound  of  "Nancy  Lee," 

As  they  swelled  each  chorus  more. 

Casting  and  striking  anew, 

As  bite  and  tug  from  below 
Brought  fish  to  the  boat  and  cheer  to  the  hearts 

Of  those  mariners  out  for  a  blow. 


An  Ode  to  Cod-Fishing. 


"  Heigh-ho  ! "  sang  those  Fishers  bold, 
"  Hilly-hi  for  the  Port  and  Archie ! " 

And  the  soft  winds  played  on  the  crest  of  each  wave 
A  tune  of  minstrelsy. 

But  a  change  comes  into  the  song 
Of  those  Fishers  aglow  with  glee; 

The  good  old  boat  gives  a  lurch, 

And  wellnigh  goes  down  in  the  sea. 

And  a  rod  is  bent  to  the  wave, 

A  line  is  suddenly  taut, 
And  a  cry  escapes  that  skipper  bold— 

"  Look  out !  he's  capsizing  the  boat ! " 

"  Hold  tight !  give  him  line ! 

"  He's  off ! "    That  weary  skipper,  he 
Bends  hard  to  his  oar,  lest  his  boat  no  more 

Should  sail  from  Ballintrae. 

But  skilled  was  the  hand  with  the  rod, 

As  bold  was  that  Doctor  as  free; 
While  the  bunch  of  his  muscle  told  plainly  the  tussle 

In  progress  deep  down  in  the  sea. 

No  matter  the  rush  down  below, 

The  strain  on  muscle  and  rod ; 
Gently  he  yields,  as  quickly  retrieves, 

Triumphantly  conquers  that  cod. 

And  now,  with  a  broadside  splash, 

He  yields  himself  to  the  net ; 
And  the  mighty  cheers  of  those  Fishers  three 

Were  a  sound  you'd  never  forget. 


An  Ode  to  Cod-Fishing. 


And  what  the  weight  must  have  been 
Of  that  fish  taken  fresh  from  the  sea 

I  cannot  tell,  but  there  wasn't  a  scale 
Could  weigh  him  in  Ballintrae. 

So  heigh-ho  for  the  Fishers  three! 

Hilly-hi  for  the  boat  and  the  rod! 
Good  luck  to  all  ships  on  the  sea, 

And  the  cook  who  boiled  us  that  cod ! 


THE   COD'S   LAMENT. 

(Being  another  "Cod  Episode.") 

Dedicated  to  E.    M.,  of  Shanghai,  for  catching  the   biggest 
Cod  of  th$  season. 

For  in  Shanghai 

(  Where  the  fish  are  very  shy 

And  John  is  sly} 

They've  a  -way  of  catching  fish 

That  neither  you  nor  I  -would  wish — 

A  method  very  "jtfy." 

I'M  a  Codling  fresh  from  the  sea, 
Where  I  had  been  free  to  roam ; 

Where  the  rocks  encompass  the  shore, 
With  limpet  and  weed  my  home. 

But  three  Fishingmen  sailed  the  sea— 

I  can't  call  them  sportsmen,  you  know  — 

With  lead,  line  and  lure,  and  hook  to  secure, 
They  tempted  my  life  from  below. 

A  snatch-hook  in  my  eye  in  my  bed, 
'Twas  this  these  Fishers  called  sport ; 

No  rod,  only  cable,  muscle  and  lead- 
Disgrace  to  Ballintrae  Port! 

'Twas  a  weed,  or  a  creel  down  below, 

This  Fisherboy  thought  he  had  caught; 

Not  a  fish  like  me,  and  a  fright  got  he 
When  he  saw  me  alongside  the  boat. 


The  Cod's  Lament. 


"  Oh,  Archie,  come  here !  "  cried  he ; 

"  "Tis  a  whale  that's  breaking  my  line ! 
Oh,  get  me  ashore — I'll  never  fish  more! 

I'll  only  play  golf  all  the  time!" 

To  the  rescue  Archibald  came; 

As  mice  they  kept  themselves  still; 
He  leaned  o'er  the  boat,  she  still  kept  afloat, 

And  pulled  me  out  by  my  gill. 

And  that's  how  they  kill  us  poor  cod, 
With  snatch-hooks  and  plenty  of  lead ; 

Say  these  Fishers  three,  "Sportsmen  are  we! 
If  we'd  guns,  we'd  shoot  them  instead." 


THE    PRIMAL   CURSE. 

Dedicated  to  my  Appendix. 

WHAT  is  thy  function  here  on  earth  ? 

What  role  dost  thou  fulfil? 
Planted  within  us  from  our  birth, 

And  lying  there  so  still. 

If  relic  of  primeval  days, 

When  first  the  world  began, 

Tell  us  thy  use,  thy  little  ways, 
When  monkey  aped  the  man. 

When  out  of  Adam's  sinewy  side, 

As  we  are  giv'n  believe, 
A  rib  was  dragged  to  form  his  Bride, 

His  intercostal  Eve, 

Wast  thou  put  there  to  compensate 
For  loss  of  bone  and  serum? 

A  "  worm-in-form "  to  sport  with  fate, 
To  play  at  hide  and  Coecum? 

Or  can  it  be  in  other  ways 

Thou'rt  linked  with  Eve  and  Eden  ? 
Is't  possible,  when  Adam  sinned, 

An  apple-pip  got  hidden, 

And,  taking  root,  sprang  forth  in  men, 
Witness  of  Nature's  tricks— 

A  hybrid  thing  with  hollow  stem, 
A  vermiform  Appendix? 


The  Primal  Curse. 


First-fruits  of  sin  original, 

When  woman  stooped  to  sin, 

And  making  Adam  criminal, 
Let  the  old  Devil  in. 

For  Devil's  thing  thou  surely  art— 

A  serpent  lying  waiting, 
Ready  to  spring  with  poisoned  dart, 

And  set  abdomen  quaking. 

And  then  retiring,  waging  wars 

By  Ileum  and  Coecum; 
Battling  till  death,  or  leaving  scars, 

Our  legacy,  to  keep  'em. 

Thou  serpent  with  the  adder's  sting! 

Fiend  of  the  Universe! 
Thou  filthy,  useless,  evil  thing! 

Since  Adam's  time  our  curse. 

No  more  thy  fiendish  jokes  thou'lt  crack 
From  morning's  dawn  till  night 

Within  my  foss  iliac ! 

I've  got  thee  bottled  tight ! 

Ex  malts  bonum  !  other  view ! 

A  mist  obscures  my  sight; 
I'm  thanking  God  I  ever  knew 

My  old  friend,  MOWER  WHITE. 


ADVICE    GRATIS. 


IF  on  courting  you're  bent, 

And  would  fain  choose  a  wife- 
One  specially  sent 

To  suit  you  through  life- 
Go  easy— don't  worry- 
Call  early  to  see 
If  she's  dressed  in  a  hurry 

To  take  morning  tea. 
Don't  judge  by  the  state  of  her  heart ; 

That  may  be  ever  so  big; 
But  if  you  would  make  a  wise  start, 

Observe  well  the  state  of  her  wig. 
If  curlers  or  hairpins  you  see 

Where  tresses  in  beauty  should  bloom, 
She'll  not  do  for  you  or  for  me; 

There'll  only  be  trouble  at  home. 
We  can't  sit  at  breakfast  with  curls 

Supported  and  twisted  in  "  Hinde's " ; 
The  choice  must  be  among  girls 

Possessing  superior  minds. 
And  it's  the  state  of  the  wig  that  tells 

To  what  class  the  girl  does  belong; 
If  she's  not  tidy  there,  in  this  matter  of  hair, 

Reject  her:  so  says  the  knowing  "Sir  John." 


REFLECTIONS. 


A  MAIDEN  tripped  over  the  bridge  by  the  brook, 
Gazing  down  at  herself  in  its  mirror; 

And  finding  herself  upside  down,  took  a  look 
At  this  wonderful  view  of  her  figure. 

What  suddenly  dawned  I  failed  to  surmise; 

There  must  have  been  something  below 
In  the  calm  river's  glass,  that  opened  the  eyes 

Which  usually  close  to  a  blow. 

For  first  she  blushed  deep,  then  hurried  away; 

And  here  I  beg  leave  to  defend  her; 
For  it  happens  to  all,  come  as  it  may, 

To  discover  a  faithless  suspender. 

Nor  can  I  explain  why  she  left  that  sweet  scene, 
Her  feelings  and  limbs  in  a  wobble, 

Reflecting  in  future  she'd  only  be  seen 

By  that  brook  in  a  skirt  known  as  "hobble." 

May  be  she  reflected,  if  Will  had  been  there, 
His  eyes  might  have  noticed  her  blushes; 

And  lovingly  tried  to  make  her  declare 

What  she'd  noticed  down  there  in  the  rushes. 

And  wishing  to  be,  in  Will's  darling  eyes, 

For  ever  the  pink  of  perfection, 
She  loves  the  dear  brook  that  made  her  so  wise 

By  a  process  of  simple  reflection. 


THE    LIMIT. 

(To  the  Lady  next  door.) 

O  LORD!    if  Mendelssohn  were  here, 

And  you  at  Lieder  IV., 
He'd  stuff  a  finger  in  each  ear, 

And  get  outside  the  door. 
Nor  would  he  study  sentiment, 

Or  mind  creating  scandal, 
By  sending  you  an  instrument 

For  playing  with  a  Handel ! 


GOOD-BYE. 


FULL  forty  years  we've  stood  the  strain, 
Nor  did  we  ever  once  complain 

Of  any  task  you  gave  us. 
If  work  was  soft  we  gently  went; 
If  nuts  to  crack,  our  backs  we  bent, 

We  faithful  grinding  Molars. 
If  cutting  was  the  work  in  hand, 
Oh,  what  a  faithful  trusty  band 

We  ever  had  beside  us— 

Our  Canines  and  Incisors! 
An  army  brave  whose  armour  shone 
Triumphant,  when  a  smile  was  on 

And  lips  were  sweetly  parted ! 
But  when  the  ranks  began  to  thin, 
And  artificial  things  got  in, 

They  left  us  broken-hearted. 
Forty  years  on  the  battle-field! 
Posterity  sing  the  song, 

How  we  spiked  the  guns, 

Left  only  the  gums 
For  the  porcelain  things  to  come. 
Full  forty  years  we  stood  the  strain, 

In  fine  and  stormy  weather, 
And  now  we  yield  to  tusks  porcelain, 

And  sing  "  Good-bye  for  ever." 


A    LOVE   POEM. 


He    -      -     Love? 
She  -      •     Dove! 

Mine  ? 

Thine ! 

Together  ? 

For  ever! 
Both  -     -     Won't  it  be  fine? 
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